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idea of places before seeing them, and of not being deceived or
disappointed, at least in regard to local color, to distances, and
to the heights of mountains, accustomed as they are to paint-
ing from nature and to making allowances for errors of inter-
pretation in pictures, and distortions in photographs, of places
and scenes. Niagara, Venice, Naples, for instance, I found very
much what I expected, discarding the bright emerald-green and
eternal rainbow of Niagara, and the* conventional, fiery repre-
sentations of the two cities, and accepting even some of the
grayest aspects of the places, as more generally true than the
exaggerated and brilliant ones.*

This is somewhat a digression from the subject, but my ob-
ject, on the- one hand, is to present the realistic side of Constan-
tine, and, on the other, to take the city as an example of gran-
deur of dimensions and situation, from the ideal, picturesque,
and romantic point of view. Contemplating the city from still
greater elevations, and from a distance, by early morning, in
the evening, and by moonlight, when all things become more

* In spite of the truth, it is a popular error with a vast number of people
who have never seen the Italian cities to be influenced by gaudy representa-
tions to the extent of believing that the natural aspect of the cities is that of
perpetual after-glow; that everything swims in a haze of gold and heat. As for
Africa! the name itself suggests to them a brazen furnace; and in order to
express the feeling of heat in the atmosphere it is thought necessary to paint
everything yellow. Now, the color of the sky and of sunlight generally has
nothing to do with temperature. In the middle of winter, when the thermom-
eter stood at ten degrees below zero, I have seen over New York bay a sunset
sky that suggested the heat of Lower Egypt in May, and which was exactly
the same as a sunset sky in that country. On the other hand, see Spain; go
to the high plateau of Madrid, where the air is clear. The sun may be hottest
when the sky is of a cold deep blue, and the blank white houses and trees are
cut out against it with scarcely a suggestion of yellow in them, but blinking
under an intense glare like that of the chilly and uncongenial electric light.